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To the vicarious and sedentary traveller v hioss
vision cheerfully extends from China to Peru,
but whose feet are dispesed to polse them-
gelves In sllppered ecase upon the fend =r, there
has been something particularly edifving and
welcome about that enthusiasm which has led
more enduring sportsmen to tiavel inty the un-
famillar Himalayan regions and among the
peaka of the vrlent. Switzerland can hever be
overdone, but we have cortainly had an astunish-
ing atundance of literature on the subject of
fta glaclers and generally Inaccessible helghte,
It is & fresh and lasting pleasure to aceompiny
Mr. Freshficld on his exploration of the (‘nuca-
sus, or writers like those nt present undzr re-
view on their adventures in similarly remote
and unknown seenes. Mr. Stone, for examnple,
introduces us to thinss which have only 1e-
cently Lween celebrated by travellers who could
discourse of them at first hand, He wyites of
the Himalayan markhor, the {bex of the same
picturesque region, the Tibetan nyan and wild
vak, and If the reader fancles that these straage,
unecouth syllables stand for animals hitherio
neglected because they were inconsequent we
can assure him that he iz very much mistagen,
Our hunter went in search of noble game, and he
found 1t 11 these fantastically named creaturcs.

Mr. Stone took with him hesides the tradl-
tional Ergllshman's hunting instinet a fund of
good humor, a nonchalant adaptation of his
temper to clrcumstances, which is not go often
encountered in the Wlerature of sport. He has
fn perfection the sportsman’s attitude of bland
resolution whers the fiibleg of his servants on
the trail are concerned.  When his coolles lagged
he Lirched their legs with “thin and stinging

“twigs from trees” The reader chuckles to learn
further on that this seemed to endow the dilatory
men with perpetual motion, and thai they so
outstripped their employes on the march tha!
he wes put 1o sore inconvenencs in can hing up
with them ind hie possessions. There is a (de-
lightful passage In which Mr. Stone describes the
misadventure of his mon Yakub, when a preat
kiang had been brought down near the Indus
and the native servant went wiid with delight
over the occurrencs “Yakulb had a glorlous
apill,” gaye our author, “off the small
small) Tiheian tattoo he wag riding Afier having
hls shot, he mounted amd galioped off 1o the
dead kiang 1o get the skin, The carcase waa
Iying in a hollow, and the litle poay did not se2
1t till he nearly van over it the consequence Wis
a tremi=adous shy, and when I came up J found
a struggling mass of man 1atioo, dead Kiang
and my preclous gun. It took some time to
geparate the component parts, and 1 was anxlous
about the gun!” Apparent!ly Mr, Stone had
hardly more aolicitude for his aids than he had
for the wild ase of the Lills he had just killed.
yet he leaves the improssion that except for the
extortions practised by the Himalayan peaple
and the sublime liea of which Tibelans egpe-
cially are cepable, he met with admirable types
of endurance, Hdelity and quick wittedness
among the hill folk upoen vhom bie was compelled
ta rely for guidance and avery-day sern fees, In
fact, the people at Manmal, the road to
Astor in RKashmir, hiz base of aperations on his
expedition~or muarkhor, are interesting enough
to claim precedence for a moment over the four-
faoted subjects of his narrative,

These people live in what is well called "a most
sxtraordinary fashion.” They are g0 high up in
the mountains that during the winter months
they Nveunder several yards of spow. How they
accomplish this Mr. Stone does not 1eli us, but ha
deseribes their summer resource ag consisting aof
twa or three huts 8o roofed that the eaves slope
down almost to the level of the ground, and
planned with a cheerful indifference to sanitary
evils, Cattle and humans are sheltered under
the same roof. Where these semi-savage belngs,
panoplied in hereditary dirt, became peculiat

on

{nteresting Is In their remarkable dooliliy. The hill |

people of India are usually gpirited. and Mr.
Stone provokes a wonder as to w kether In his
official eapacity he had some gpe clal power of
coerclon aver the inhabliiants of Marmal He
wanted thelr help as earriers. When he arrived
the men were Anvisilde and women wers
evasive as to the whereabouts of thelr protectors.

the

A certain vigorous Kasimirt dakwala, or letter-

carrier, huppened to be on the ground. To him
enter the village watchman, unguspecling as a
famb. “The da%walp pounced on him at once,
tied his arma behind his back, and with his
alpenstock belaboured h'm . . il he wns
tired. After thle preliminary he spoke to him.
The matter-of-fact way n which the Kotwal
took this punishment was extraordinary; he was
evidently used to it. With his arms tied, he was
sent down 1o the river bank opposite the next
village to shout for coolies The imperturbable
manner in which Mr Stone followed up thls vie-
tory and at last sccured men enough from the
hiding places In the huts to accompany him on
his march must be grasped from the text direct
to be appreciated One more anccdote and we
have done with the human side of Mr. Stone's
narrative, On his way Into the haunts of the
markhor he passed a large flat rock which over-
hangs the Giigit River. Under this rock Bhup
Bingh camped with a thousand men, forgetful
that he was Iying down in & rat-trap. Three
Dard brothers blocked the men In, and when
they had released thelr enemles on conditlon that
they emerge unarmed from the shelter of the
stone, they =lew them gl with the exesption of
two men from Hindustan, These leaped Into the
stream with thelr gwords and swam down to
Bunji. there ta report as the sole survivors of
Bhup 8ingh's regiment. There is the material
for & ballad in that traglc eplaode.

But Mr. Stone has no time for ballads, belng
bot on the trail of the markhor. lle appears to
prefer the more patriclan ibex to this splendid
creature, and doubtless he Is justified by the In-
trinslc beauty of the former, as well as by the
greater difficulty of getting within gunshot of
the gume. The female ibex who watches for her
eompanions is a miracle of keenness in sight
and smell.  But the markhor, nevertheless,
strikeg the eye as an animal qualified to hold
fta own with any of the creatures of the same
region. He I8 ungainly compared with the ibex,
and perhaps, frun preforring to pass his life at a
lower level than the latter, he I8 more sluggish
of temper, therefore less Ithe und graceful of
sction. But in his shaggy coat and long, dirty-
white hair he {8 If Mr. Whymper's {i'ustrations
are to be belleved, a mure game-looking beast
than Mr. Stone avers: and even the fastidlons
aye of this sporteman relealy uron cocaslon, YA
venerable buck.” he admits, “standing solltary
on & rock. contemplating the world below him,
will make she Llood of the most biast tingie in

_his veins; or & herd of long-licarded seniors,
gravely crassing a puteh of snow, perhaps fust
out of range, Is a sight that will recar to mind
for many a year after.”” The markhor is gifted
with magnifdcent hornk great masslve weapons
rooted in & Lromd skull, and sceeplng up' ard
with & single twist untll they reach ws fur as
fifty or even sixty lnches from base to Up. The
pluck of the animal and bis grest wariness,
compelling the sporteman to undergo severe
privations in stalking him. Is Indlcated by Mr.
Btone's confesslon that the best trophies usually
fall to “the guatherd's rickety matchlock.”

The goatherd, "not many degrees less wild
than hi=s quarry,” can blde his time and study
the paths of hi# chogen animal. A sportsman
lke Mr. Btone must take hig chances and pray
for luck. He must inure himsel{ also to ticklish

very |
| eshitarating  acconnts of oeutdoor

manoeuvring along precipitous cliffs, among
snowy rocks, which scem often to have no better
toothold for the markhor than for the hunter,
and perhaps the most refreshing thing about the
present volume ‘s the picture It gives us of a
man suffering all sorts of hardships for the few
shots that ultimatsly fall to his rifle. The Hima-
layas are patchy as to thelr vegetation In thosa
replons visited hy Mr. Stone. He traversed
chiefly a bleak and worse than lnhnlpl{nbie
huntine-ground, meeting with much good fort-
une, but paying for it In terrific work. Icy
winda tear across the frozen hills, and at the
same time n hot sun seorches through the back
of the hunater, who lles sometimes for hours
watehing through a telescope the movements
of hia game. The tremendous wild yak would
be an Impressive quarry under any circum-

stapens, with hie martial horns thrust out above |
a burly head. The ponderous body, not unlike

that of a buffalo, swathed in long halr, leaves
an impression of startling feroeity even In Mr.
Whymper's little skeich. But to feel to the full
the excitement of his
must see him outlined againgt the sky with the
austere lines of the Himalayas behind him,
around hin, In the very crags at his feet. Tt ls
especially to Mr. Stone’s credit that he revivea
the sense of a really grand and galemn back-
ground to his deeds of glaughter without saying
much about It. The reader responds to the en-
thusiaem whlch urges the huntsman on after
the flecting ibex and the thunderous vak, but he
leans back in hie chair and finds most delight In
the panorama of majesty and primeval gilitude
which the author artlessly unfolds,

It {2 a more richly colored picture which Dr.
Weston presents In his book on the Japanese
Alps, vet if we are indebted to him for one thing
more than another it is for his wholesome re-
fusal to suppori that decorative conception of
Japan which has made even superh Fuji Iteell
seem an acceptable motlve for the adornment of
o fan. He hae climbed mountains in the central
Japanese range which recall the gigantlc peakn
of New-Zealand in their rombre stateliness, It
|# true that the figures of these giants are not
among the highest in the world Hodakadak~,
the lofties' granite peak in Japan, Is only 10,150
feel abova the sea, But what a rellef It is to
explore these nobie helghts with Dro Weston
after the dainty puerilities of thuse Innumer-
able travellsrs who have scen In Japan only the
cherry trees, the gardens and the qualntness
of the natlves. Dr. Weston gives us safliclent
anecdota concerning the latter He tells us
particularly of one little settiement upon Unna-
taka, “the women's hill” whereson all the fami-
lies are governed by the women folk, and there
are notea all through his volume which polat to
careful observation of @ picturesque people, 1t
the charm of this volume lies in g description
of a4 beautifu!, mountainous country, and In s
life  amang
the rich valleys and wooded slopes of Japan.
Let the ardent canocist read the passages deal-
ing with tha vorage down the Tenrvugawa in
one of the native boats. “After having had
experienee of nearly all the most famous raplds
Af this land of swift streams'" sayvs Dr. Weston,
“1 can safely affirm that all otherz are tame by
comparizon,” and he goes on to describe a tlight
of about ten hours through one breathless sucees-
sion of seething., flashing water, amld rocks
so confused to the unpractised eve that it seems
incredible that the trip should be made in safety,
Dr. Weaton is a (ess vivacious writer than Mr.
Stone, and his hook 12 not €0 rich In incldsnt as
that on Hinmalayae gport, but the two woris go
well together, and ave full of the same inspira-
tlon, full of the same Keen mountain alrs @ nd
hintg of nature’'s qulet grandeur,
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OLD NEW-ENGLAND.

EARLY DAYS OF A QUAINT CON-
NECTICUT TOWN.

OLD HOUSKS OF THE_ANTIENT TOWN o1
NORWICH, 160180, With Maps, Hlustrations,
Portralt= and !:m--aluggs iy Mary E. Perkins
Quarto, pp. xvill, 621, Norwich, 1945,

It 1s an old literary superstition that the raw
material of hiatory, as historical facts are com-
monly ealled, 1s somehow aninteresting, ever tire-
gore, untll It has passed through the refining
hande of an author. Baplent eritles will draw
the most elaborate distinetions between the his-
torian and the patient person who brings him
the stuff of his volume. To some extent the
idew {2 sound. UI»\'louﬂiy a magterpiece of oo-
uriination more precious than an impene-
trable mass of facts however useful in them-
selves the latter may be. Bul this beautiful vol-
umie by Mrtrs. Perking reminds us that the raw
material aforeeald can he rendered fazclnating
without heing turned inio “hi=tory™ at all. She
has simply essayed to “give an account of the
uld houses of Novwich, their owners and ocou-
pants, from the settlement of the town to the
vear 1800 In the preparation of this survey
she passes from house to house svstematically
and vet with a discureiveness In matters of
anecdute ond genezlogical investigatlon, which
makes her in the long run the author of a gath-
ering of separate monographs, each monograph
being In other words, a chapter. 1f they are In-
terdependent In any degree it |s due to a per-
vasive gentlment which hangs about Norwlch
ag it does about old Cambridge; one may not
describe I, but its presence Is hardly less tangi-
ble to the atranger than to the heirs of its tra-
diticne.

Those traditions descend from the vear 1650,
when & number of the Inhabitants of S8aybrook
ubtalned permission from the General Court at
Hartford to establish a formal settlement at
Muhegan, which would appear to have been the
name derived from the Indians who transforved
the land to thelr white contemporariea. The set-
tlement was enrolled as a legal township In
1662, Lut before that tme the name had been
changed to Norwich, Mrs., Perkins gives her
reader a free choice between two hypothescs as
to the motive which led to the departure of
gome thirty-five famllies from Saybrook to the
new place. In President Fillea's diary it s satd
that the founders of Norwleh were driven from
Saybrook “by the immense crowds of crows and
Llackbirds which Infeated the fields In May and
June." This eeems legs plausible than the the ry
that the reglon was favorable to settlement and
attracted the familles from Saybrook as offering
a good speculntion. The term may seem a liitle
removed in spirit from the famlliar eonception of
vur forefathers, but it 1s really accurate. Men
weare quite a2 ghrewd In those days as they are
to-day, and they might well have established
Norwich for no better reason than that thédy
thought the site a good one, llkely to prove fer-
tile, hesides being dellghitfully placed. In the st
of founders given in this hook appear nam:s like
Huntingtor or Rliss or Reynolds, which have
ever sines been imporiant in local history. They
sipnified in the Connecticut of the seventeeath
centuryga solidity which seems to have clung to
Norwleh to this day, It has always Leen a Leau-
tiful town, bat e attractions have never ex-

THE

| eevdred che dignifled measure of a centie of grave

virturs and careful, seealy manne It was not
until about the middle of the elghteenth century
that carpets were iniroduced and the wood carv-
er'e art was lavished upon the adornment of
stalrways, cellings and walpscoted walls. Then,
when a more luxurious tagte began to deveinp, it
gave to the high!y drcorous Inhabitants, besldey
large windows with equare panes, in place of
the small windows with diamoend panes of an
earller day, all the handscme furniture which ls
to-day treasured by discerning Americans as
among the most artistie relles of the Colonial
era. It gave them the tall clocks, the richly
wrought chairs and cabinets, which offer such a
curlous contrast In thelr ornate magnificence to
the chaste llnes of our old Colonfal architecture,
Mrs. Perkins notes that as portraits in oll and
colored printe came In the old earthen and wood-
en ware of the settlement went out, and china
was conspicuous in the stately old cupbonrds,
with silver ousting the once highly respectable

Infurlated charge one |

pewter. The houses in which these changes were
taking place began to get themselves painted at
ahout the same tima, A cheerful red was gener-
ally used, though other colors were often en- J
countered. From the start Norwich was pros-
perous. Yet it took cautlously to Its luxurles,
Only six gigs were owned in the town during the
Revolution, and while the garments of the people
geem  dellghtfully pleturesque to modern eyves
they were regarded for a time at least as on the
whole subdued in style by thosze who wore them,

This we gather from the fact that go carly as
1676, when Norwich was in s very ohildhood, a
law was framed and passed in the State which
offered a decisive check to anything Hke ex-
travagance or giddiness In costumoe, It forbade
“any one with an estate of less than (150 to in-
dulge in gold or silver lace, gold buttons, ribhons,
bone-lace, ete., except the families of publie
officiale, military officers, and those who had
heen reduced from a state of affluence” For a
time the men contented themselves with the
dress familiar in pletures of the Pilgrims and
the women restrained their farey, but it was
not long before sumptuary leglslation met its
usual fate, and, possibly from the very ex-
Istence of a law against it, people arrayed
themselves with the more elegance. The men
wora fashlonab'e small clothes then, powdersd
their hair, carried three.cornersd hats, had
thelr walsteoats made of slik or velvet, rickly
cmbroidered, and thelr wives and daughters
were alwava & ttle ahead of them in th
decorative style of thelr garments  Some of the
feminine customs of the day were attacked
with something more eloguent than the law
The history of the "ealash” affords an instance.
“The halr was powdered and bhrushed high over
an under-cushion  stuffed  with which
necosaltated for street wear the ealash, an im-
mense silken structure ribbed with v holebone,
which could be puled and stretehed at whl
over the mountain of halr and which (CR T |
and swaved with every motion of the waearer'”
No elaborate law, pondered and set forth by
golemn jurlsts, was required to bring the caliush
into disfavor. Here are some verses from
Norwleh paper of 1780

waonl,

Hall, great Calash! o'erwhelming veil,
By all-Indulgent heaven,

To sallow nymphe and maldens stale,
In sportive kindness glven,

Safe hid beneath thy circllng sphere,
Unseen by mortal eyves,

The mingled heap of oil and halr
And wool and powder lies

Alre. Perkine Is not explicit as to the resnlt
of this as=auli, but the Inference s that the
calush had its duy, and switidy departed. The
lndise of Norwicn were sxacting in their tastes
hHew could not have long endured either the
calush of the hoop, which was also introduced
i the ecightesuth century. The town touches
the imagination as a plaees in whivh the in-
habitants wers always "of good famlly,” as the
phrase i=, and in which time never quenched a
certain feeling for the reposs and distinetion
of a well-bred community, Sometimes the de-
sire for dignity of carriage and expression
lsgves us amusing records of what 1ifs could
g 10 somie young minds aoceniney ago, Mrs,
Perking guotes from  the Journal of Abigall
Rovnolds these observations, solemunly inseribed
in her teens: “1 have seated myself down Lo
contemplate the vanity of all human enjoy-
menta, to vend the book of Nature, and heholde
the misteries of Divine Providence, Natupre has
put on its lovelyext charmes, and smiles in all
ite gavest attire There more, which is
enually quaint, but it is Impossible to follow at
length the exeursions made by Mrs Perkins
into the old letters and other documenis of her
delightfu! Norwich., They are too HUmMErius,
Moreover, If space must be found for one more
citatlon, It must be given to Mr. Dantel Hub-
bard, a lawyer, who was graduated from Yale
in 1727, and has been deseribed as “of uprigit
and honored life, religlous and poetic He
toved the daughter of “Mr. Jhon Coit att
N-London,” and the letter in which he asked
that gentleman and his spouse for the hand of
his adored one is ton good a specimen of early
eighteenth ceatury floriture to be omitted here
He wiltes: “Hunored Sir & Madm, J blush &
tremble on my knees whi'e J study how to ap-
proach vour Presence, to a=k of you a Rlessing
for which J hate lone address'd yve Skies. Froni
my first Acquaintance at your House 1 have
wish'd my Happiness thence, nor have I yel
found it in my power 1o seel It from an Other,
My careful Thoughts with ceasclos: Ardaors
commend ye Affair to that Being, who alon,
inspires a pure & refined Love. The Eye-Lids
of va Morning discover me in my secret 1Maies,
with my first devotions sollieiting ye deas Im-
portant Cause; and ve Evening-8hades are con-
selous ta ye Vows J makes for yve fr Creature,
wha next to Heaven holds the Emplre of ‘my
Heart,” The florid Danlel, with hilg “Eye-Lids
of ve Morning.' was finally successfal in his
sult, it is comforting to know, but fate |s sadly
fropical. Mis “partner soul” not only survived
him, but married. In 1744, Themas Greene, and
it was with the latter that Copley painted her
in a portrait which Is proserved to-day in Cam-
bridge. Thus we have no more concrete sou-
venlr of Danlel, “religlous and poetle” than this
pathetie love letter.

It would be diffficult to give without coplous
fllustrations an sdequate idea of the variety to
be found In the crowded pages of this book.
Mrs, Perkina passes from one “home-plot” 1o
the next, and nothing could be more judiciously
ordered than her recapitulation of what might
be called the landmarks in Norwich's personal
history. But, after all, the personalla 1s the
thing, and there is gomething more att-acthvw
atout Dr. Lee, who “could hop forty £ ot at
thres bounds,” than there s about even th
mast historleal fragment of topography in the
annals of the town. We belleve Mra, Perkins
will be of immenes service to the student of
early New-England lfe  To special lovers of
Norwich she must he the most welcome writir
of many vears, But the driest and most pe-
dantic reader of her work, as well as the most
sentimsntal of the dwellers In Norwlch, will
suceumb to the tempration which 18 certainly
irresistible to the reviewer, the temptation to
glide imperceptibly from one anecdote 1o an-
other untll such a utilltarian thing as alatory,
such a trying thing as sysiem, I8 quite forgoiten
and only a sense of enchanting old [ife j= left
There was Colonel Slmon Lathrop, famous fur
enterprise and business sagacity. When some
lahorers were dlacussing one day the proba-
hility of thers being land in the moon, it was
one of his negroes who spoke up and sald: “Poh!
Poh! no such thing—ne land, there, I'm supe
If ever there was, Massa have a farm there be.
fore now!' The reader smiles over this ¢plsod.
and a hundred others of the same revealing
claracter, and forgeta exactly where the La-
throp homestead was. One pemembers simply
that It was in Norwich ‘hat the gallant Colonet
and eouniless other interesting persona_<a lved,
and that they made thelr town a place of plesa-
ant memories, thoroughly Araerican, thoroughly
representative of a striking period in the hlatory
of the Natlon,

-

.

The battle vontinues to rage over the memonin!
to Stevenson. Mo oone afems 10 know oxactly the
form that it bught to take and sll soria of peaple,
from Lord Hosebery to the penny-a-ilniers, are
clamoring for thie thing or that untl the poar
avthor over whom the fuss |s belng made must
writhe if he 16 consclous of 1t all. The one fact
which emorges from the scrimmage In overwhelin-
ing might 12 that, of course, tevenso: Is the great-
est Immortal sinee Shakespears, “clse why showid
we bumy ourselves mbout him ™ Why, Indeed? Gne
would think from the anxiety of the memorial-mad
people that unless Bievenson is pul lnto some sort
of & monument to-morruw all record of him wiil
fade from the earth, men will wonder wha Bleven-
son was, and Those Who Always Knew His Worih
will beat their breasts beciuee posterity has noth-
ing but his works (o remember him by Seoty, by
the way, 18 to huve a memorinl tn Westmlnster
Abbey some day. 1t ls not there yet, but the funds

THE MARK OF THE CELT.

IT8 RARITY IN CONTEMPORARY CELTIC
FICTION.

GREEN FIRE. A Romance, Ry Flona Marleod,
Octave, pp 287, Harper & Bros,

THE BIN-EATER AND OTHER TALFA AND

EPISODES By Flona Macleod,  Duodeclmo,
pp. 288 Chicngs. Stene & Kimball

THE GREEN GRAVIR OF BALGOWRIE By
Jane Helen Findlater., Octavo, pp. 3 Dodd,
Mol & C'o

THIE GRAY MAN A Novel By 8 R € ockett.
Mustrated, Octavo, pp, 406, Harper & Bros

KATE CARNEGIE By Ton Maclaren. Octavo,
pp. B Dodd, Mend & Co

-

ROBERT URQUUART. Ry Gabriel Betoun.
tavo, pp.o 830 R F. Feano & Co.

The Celt's birthright ts of the spirft and the
thing which sets him apar: from other racial Iypes
s a naality which has no more to do with mere
rhetorle than it has with his everyday mothods of
fiving. This paint eludes many of our Celto-
maniacs, and they have #dified the world by rapt-
ures over ordinary, stupld English books which
have Been about as Celtic an so many reports fram
the secrotary af a Green Grocers' Debating Rao-
clety, It I8 end-of-the-century to he Ceéltle, just
i [t fs endsof-the-ventury to he a little decadent,
i Mttle Thgene, a Httle of anything that tries to oh-
woure Inherert puerility by high-sounding worda.
Henes even the Scot, who was once proud of that
name. i now @ little prewler when he (s called a
Colt, and Hkes to talk abont the “Coltie =traln'” In
himself and his fellows. The curlous part of 1t s
thot their works are the most exquisitely non-Ceitls
productions that were ever written, storles In
which there 18 not a gllmmer of that spirit to whilch
wi have alluded,

Mis. Finna Macleod gives an execlient illustra-
tlon af what e true Celtie gening is incidentally
she helps ug 1o see what (t s not, for comparidon
of her work with that of many of her contem-
porarles shows them In a sorry plight: rlinwe
them, that 1s. In 1helr plghtful eolors, The reader
who wants 1o know what the Celtle apirit s would
far Letter turn to “Green Fire or the Nttle vol-
wine of shorter pleces which 1= spechiled above,
than to beliovs in any of the formutae offered him
by the erities It ds not (ntended, Indeed, tipon
the presont oceaslon, 1o bring forth eny Ceitle
tormula, The seoret of Celide beauty, which 0 to
sy the toof that poetle glamour whish wt-
taches to verltalile Coltle thine:z, 1< the mysiorious
socretl of all Instinctive poetry, all artless heguty
1t exhales from the gonlus of the roee e the wild
fragranes of same hapdy flower nurturcd amid
mountaln streams« and near the shadaw of decp
forente,  One moy {o0) it ane eantot It Into
To analyse |2 framing epigrums
upon the grandenr of the sea. No one las ever
teled suecessfully to pit the masle of K

£y

worils, it tike

bt hain

poctry into a definition No one need 1oy to de
seribe the Celtle senluse with prectelon,  The most
that wan be sald of 1t i= that [t means & pecd-
Harly  obseure amd  fAfully  passlonate way  of
drenching the suhetances of 1ifs In b inatlon, in

seelrir the world through eyves that are perfectly
confident of seclng same day Into the dark places
of nature. The Celt k2 a born romantiel Faria
are to him Invarlably symbolle, He tr ® ull his
Hiw on enchanted ground, and the dally round of
exlgtence {8 snureharged for him with the inde
finalile forces of the elemonts, e {s superstitfons,
he d= o deeamer, e (9 evervihing 1o the world thet
fs not commonplace,  Tut when all this has been
satd the Celt remales uneolved and the judicions
resder concltdes to simpdy take hlm e he flnds
Eim, thanking heaven for his Incomparable witel-

ery

Migs Maeleod contipme this foreibily In her two
hooks of romunce. Bhe gives very Hetle nn-
couth epecch—she lenves that speclous nonsense
for the writera who can move with greater de-
liheration, She her  imagination Oying
througzh the woods and along the coastd of Rri-
tnny, her narratlye moves, she has drama. char-
acter feeling, and running through it all she hoas
thi= streak of poetry which may be elaseitlod ao
Celtle, hut g ton rare ated teo mwagleal 1o be svay
deseribed on o label,  Color flumes In her pages
The situations themseives are pleturesgie, new
and stirring, but their sotting {2 almost a8 lmpres-
sive, the romantle figures moving always amid
avenes that would be called faley-like if they were
not so true.  If the reader, we repeat, wants to
know just what the Celtle spirit i=, let him aeek
it In Mise Macleod, She has her lttls affectations
of Nterary #tyle, now and then, but In the maln
she 18 true to her insplration, one ithat means
romance, poetry, mystery, the tangle of the will-
wood and the ery of the huwk ever haunted vol-
leyva,

us

e

teneath ol Celtie feellng, even though it he
pitelied on the highest note of gladness, thene runs
a stewdy stream of pensive meancholy, In writers

who thke thelr Celtle selves very seriously this
meancho'y (& pure morbidness. They hug thelr
tragediva, They make cnpital out of tiem. They

write tales Hke "The Green Graves of Bagowrle’
I whiten the effort to be puthetle 1= =0 desperate
to provoke loughter. Miss Findiater's story (= about
braintess widow, two artidelel and deadly dull
itrte  girds” —daughters of  the  widow—and
drunken prics: who I8 also o vapid sentimentalist,”
She gete these peope togeiber at Balgowrle in the
ast ventitry, shows the two girle growing more and
more affected wnd dull year after sear, and kills
thetn both off at last with an air, af who shotld
“Peliold the art of this thimge chiven iwo little
girls, w crazy mother amd a lover, with a plet-
uresque onl house for them to Hve b, amd 1 can
mult vou 10 tears’” Now, thers s not o genuline
tear to be extoried by thi= boeok. 1t 1= ih the last
degree sophisticated. The Celtle twillght In which
the author bathes her scenes 18 munulactured as
obviously a4 the midnight glioom In & modern melo-
drama—and the machinery does not work so well.

it

nly

JBut it 1s In “The tiray Mun' that we have the
pseudo-Celt at his best. Here the machinery runs
riot and churns (nto the most astonlshing mess
some fragments from Scottlsh snnuls, a great deal
uf what 18 most bourgeols and commonplace In the
author's Jterary taste, and countiess clots of the
shibboleth which, as has been said, is 10 the Celte-
maniac=and some “Uelts’—what “heuther’” s Lo
Mr Wollem Biack The reactlon agalnst realismn
uf which we have Leard so much is a noble thing,
but it makes the reuder wince when U gives hilm,
nnder the pretence of romance, such u farragn of
blood and thunder as Mr, Crockett has set forth, It
1% all very well 1o talk ubout the “heartsome” town
of Balluatrae niad to suy that & man had w0 -
vepturs” from one polnt to another when he merely
had to ko’ on g Journey, but the clish of deadly
Weapois Krows wearisotne after o whie, Why wre
wenpons alwuys deadly” Why do they nlwavs
Suash? The new romantic novellst may know, but
no one elee doees, Mr. Crockelt talks In what we
are 1o bell ve |s the speech of the Celt, It s really
the talk of @ Wardeur-st, ‘prentice, and tlmugi;
Cromance’ 18 Writ neross every page In flaming col-
ore, 1t somehow falis 1o touch’ the imagination with
the first Lint of the thing Itself.

Romance s not an sffalr of pasteboard heimets
and spectaciiar whiacks which are healed by the
kisses of a “chatelaln=" Nelther s it the spectal
property of the “young girl budding into woman-
hood,” nor of the vouth with “the first godlike (m-
pul=es of n man strugeiing In his storm-tost soul,™
Hubblsh! Hut, the truth having gone abrosd  that
Homances I8 one of the rlchest possessions of the
Celt, every writer with & shadow of a elaim to the
rtackal designation beglng to scent “romunce,” if
peradventure It be answhere within the purview of
Als wagle eye. In Mo Crockett's case the “ro-
ccance” deve ops pastebonrd helmets, a8 noted

bove, ntd sumblar obfusil-atlons. With lan Mas
Laresn, i toegle,” It hinges upon the do-
fngs of 4 pert young ndy and ons of those athletje
b roes who mlght giend on thele heads In e tosth

“Rate

of 4 Docember gole and never persunde the workd
that they were anything but prigs. “Kate Cpr-
aoale s memme amusing passnges In e, t Hitle
frogments of the auther's obfervillon among the

wiizly el l:{‘_", for cxnmple: but the heroine

. of Lelghton's worst pretty givls in cheap
Wihographie (o and Carmichael, for all his mus-
el L pot the spinal attrfbute which in books or
out of them we call character, The book §s full of
what are popetiarly known as “charncter stodled,”
Bur portretiure which consiats @ an Incompre-
hengible Yaleet, playing about types in themselves
commontplace, 4 not so alluring a= ocur respect for
some bunyy strokes of lan Maclaren's pen clse-
where woulll have led us to expect,

The lerc of “Hobtert Urquliart" Is another prig.
and whlle it inay be true thut men Wke him exist
“three mie I the wast side o' Blaldbogle,” we sea
no toason why ther should dlsport themselves In
novels. The plot of this book, Hke that of “Kate
Carpepte” s canventlonal and unhijeresting to a
degres which s caleulated 1o leaye the reader In 2
state of guawing forlornness, Hers are more
Ueharacter studies™ of the Kallyard sort, studles in
which an opaque 1dlom takes the place of clvilized

are lo band.

auevech. and hard, bicodliess “'wyes” are subsuiuted

vard kind, and here are spomance” and  Uplote
uresqueness,” llkewise of the lntest Celtle varlety.
As 4 mere matter of fact, (he hook hns no imag-
Inntlon, no Insight into character, no fenling for
beauty In thought or style. And these wrlters onll
themselves Colta! If they have eltic blood in thelr
veins they have certainly amittedd to put it into
thelr books. They have fllled these productions
with the artifice of a “s-hool,” and of a school of
medlocrity at that.

————

LITERARY NOTES.

It is pleasant to find a new writer whose par-
tlenlar attractiveness in matters of 10 ‘al color I8
not the chief motive of his work,  Mr. E W
Hornung 15 such a man, HIs jatest book, “The
Rogue's March,” has Jdrawn speclal attention to
{telf, but all hix stadies of life in the Antipodes
have had 1ife In them. He has celebrated advent-
urea in the bush without relying too much upon

the bush (tas!f for hie e¥ect, Readers of Mr. Rolf
Boldriwond, for examnle, «ill recall the manner
fn which It I= possible to write of Anstrailn with
eguch passion for local eolor thut in the long run
the characters In the book become not human but
—~Australlnn. Mr. Hornung s o young man, and i
therefore not yet to be finally wehzhed, but thus far
e has shown the most admicabbe diseretion. i
<torles ars fresh, vigorous performanees, and he haa
done mueh to make Au<tralla mors tangihle In
fietton than it has often been hielfo

T,

In / review of Mr Lothrop's recently priblished
1t of Sewird 1f was obsepved in The Tribune that
wwee Ll hoped ta learn from this volume why it
wid that during the winter prior 1o Lincoln's in-
auguration Sewnnd malntained such serene con-
ddenes that the dangers wauld scon blow over,” A
eorseapondent offers a eommentary on this pas-
sage. He writes: “In the spting of 1851 the writer
was In Washinston, and there met the late Hom,
Richard 8 Fiell, afterward  appolnted by Mr.
Lineoln United States District Judge for the State
of New-Jersey. In the course of conversation Mr.
Seward's opinjon or expression was T foerred o
and then M. Field made the following statement:
He said that he was a guest at i dinner party at
the house of Mr. Edwin A, Stevens at Haboken, N.
1. a short time hefore, at whith Mr. Seward and
other kentlemen wers also gursts  Choe of them

opinlon.  He =ald: ‘Do not ask me, and endeav-
ored to evade a reply, Hut upon belng pressed
fupther far an answer he fnally sald: ‘Because 1
pelleved that If the South did uot ek down the

North would.

retatned by “Punch™ has
¢ eoat-of-arma for
with the result

The heraldic spectalist
hean himself upon
“Lord of Mandalay,”

wriraking
h-pl-tig

shawn in the ascompanying Hlusirotion, The draw-
ing i funny, but not auy funnler than this deserip-

tlan of the shield

Armis, @Quarieriy, 16 @ review Inudatory richly
deseryvd ontite proper, 31 an heraldie junglqu?mk
rampatt wider several aeodars ot mem-saliibe or
Wuris Wt effect; b n lordly elephint a piin’
L AN argoet-nantleal vessel dn overse) i
e clissed A1 at Lloyd's, charged with a
nleallitles o1 warranted  genulse,
wrier argent the head of a puhligher
tors: Dexter, a tommy atkins inall

"rso
resi:
urgent. Supmp
his glory, arrayed proper by
hills; sinlsier, first-clase iz
wuzzy of the 8 v, rezavdan
sijuare charged wiid an

t sable on a British
dlan of effrontée

ago o owis sald diftidentdy In some

Mrs, Flora 8tec]l would probably
prove to be o serfous ri to Mr, Kipling In the
treatment of tadlan e Lately some English re-
views have tiken up the song. and we are told that
w0 the Face of the Waters” = 0 masterplece, a
novel in which the ovents of the time of the Mutiny
are handled with remariable power. The Ameri-
can pubile will soon have a chance to judge for
ftseld the bonk will be publighed hare next
month by the Macmllian Campany

Some time

quarters that

R

Mr. Andrew Lang writes =0 much and constantly
writes so well that he {8 almost unbearable to the
smaller men In Engllsh journalism. It 1s qulte
the thing to mentlen idm as “the amateur genjus,™
to shake the head soléemnly over his “fatal facil-
ity und now one of the young men to whose
lucubrations Mr. Lang has made allusion has
arisen o tell the following story:

It happened 1o me to spend a fow davs last sum-
mer (i oan Enelish vitlage  As | drove from the
rallway  statlon o the lodging which had been
pired for ame | notd t prlensant river, which
secmed (o promise ex nt tisnlig, 1 mentioned
the river to my landiady.

“0h, yes, sir," she =uld, “thera is very good fish-
Ing here—many people cone here tor fshing'

“Whit kind of people come hore? 1 asked dls-
tractedly

“Lierary gentlemen cowe here very often, sl
wao hid M Andrew Luans starsbsg here”

“Oh, really - dovs e fish? 12 he u good
fisherman’”

“Yen, sir; he fishes Leautifully

sReallv! Does Le caich much?”

“No, sir, he never catihes anything, but he fishes
beautifullv.”

The anecdote (8 diverting in what it tells v of
Mr. Lang but 1t Is still more amusing In what it
tells of Mr. George Moore.  His assidulty \n send-
ing the tale to the press reminds us anew of the
Grub 8treet velpings which follow Mr. Lang up and
dewn the English prints. Why are the modlocritles
sn “down on' him? He makes mistakes, of course,
but he Is no far above his usual detractors In
scholarship, in poetle feellng, In literary =kl In
taste, In everything that goes 1o make a man of
lotters, that It would be Instructive to get a1 the
real reazon for the outery aga.ns: him, Why
should a person like George Moore attempt to tell
anecdotes sl Lang's expense? 0 is merely silly
i imperiinent.

There is too much =nid in this vein sbout a
writer who Is worth o Jdozen George Moores, and
the sillitess is spreading to Amerloa. It 18 not un-
cammuen to hear Lang paironfzed here by writers
who are unworthy to tle lis Hierary shoestrings
The thing i3 notleeabde, aned pltiabie, because ||
lmplles such a hopelvos Insensttivencgs o the true
vidlue of thinegs admirable and dignltded. It would
e nice to see some of the wla s who think
Mr. Lang too versiatile trying to M Bls place in
the world of conteniporary leiters.

The “Saturday Review”
the subjest of Mr.
whom It had threatened 10 become hysterical, |

Hiophen Crane,

wwiced Mr. Suward his reason for being of such an | able emulation

LONDON LITERARY ‘\"Om

THE BOOKS OF THE YEAR—-AMERICAN
COMPETITION—UTILITY OF THE
SHORT SENTENCE
’ London, Deeember 15,
The publishers unite in declaring that the
vear now drawing to a close has heen prolifie
in lMterary activity., Of the makirg of hooks
there has been no end; but, while Lae presses
have been In constant motion and the lists of
new and old editlons have Leen long and pre.
tentious, few important contributions have boon
made to the warld's working stock of thought,
Activity In the book trade does not necessarily
imply elther lespiration or original cneey in
the lbrary. It has been a year of pot-holers,
and the printers have heen bugy The great
literary artists of the day have heen walting
for flashes of inspiration which have not come
The most notable literary event of the veap
has been the con pletion of Mr. Horhert Spen.
cer's “Principles of SBoclology ™ It marks ihe
consummation of his exposition of a aystem of
synthetie philosophy and brings to a cloce the
Utework of perhaps the groatest, cortainiy the
most orlginal, thinker of the Vietorian perioq
of letters. It s a memorable event Which does
much to dignify and ennobie the Intellertugl
life of the year. Its unique importance s dis-
closed by comparisons with the Duke of Arevlly
“Philosophy of Bellef® or Mr Gladutoney
“Studies” of Bishop Butier, which have heen
the most pretentious undertakings in the highe

eat reglons of philogophic thought,

The intellectual poverty of the year line tren
unerringly disclosed by the poetry The aps
polntment of a Poet Laurcate aught, porhaps,
to have heen a source of inspiration; but it han
soemed to exercise i depuesaing effect n the
Ernglish muse. The Poot Laureate
lished a new volume, but he has o
to justify his appointment, Paossihly

u

has

teen warned by his Indiscretion in al
himeelf to he drawn too cagerly into a Lyl on
Jameson's Ride, without taking the prooaution

of submitting It to the censorsbip of Mr Chame

bertaln at the Colonial (fHee: and he may ha
holding himse't in resarve for the cervnonial
functions of the Incoming vear 1
have elther been sllent or howve
on the strings which once pespoandad to o
touch of master artiste JMr. Swiphuine has
written only one poem, arnd that has hardiy
heen worthy of his reputation. The most popti=
lar bouk of poems of the year nas hein Mre,
Rudyard Kipling's "Seven Sou which has
appealed strongly to Enzlish | Wi, M
Willlam Watson has heen bt u it hin
sonnets on “The Purple East” have a theatrs
cal ring, with an unpleasint crash of Sthges
made thunder behlnd the scencos

When the retrospect of the Hoglish leriry
year i8 closed—and It must Lie @ rapld and im-
perfect view, owing to the difffeulty oltaining
a correct perspective of wiat i# so vloss at hand
—there Is nothing to dispirit Amertean fellows

crafismen or to prevent rencwed avdor in honors
with their Englis fistes,
The new copyright system iz sometimes de.
scribed as a method of encouraging and cnrich

.

ing English authors, especinlly fiotion writers,
at the expense of Amerlcan rivals. That i« a
shallow fnvention of lgnoble minds, American
writers of foree and character would not be

benstited If the home market were fooded with
pirated editions in violetion of the Eigl ome
mandment. They cannot be placed at a 1
vantage If their Engliish rivals are paid for their

literary property Instead of belng plundered
through lack of Internatioal comity. Their
relative rank in the lterary world is raised and

of intere

their calling is dignifisd by a system

national morality which gives to every authos
whatever may be his nationality, his just dios
When, moreover, a critical estimate ig tiads of
the output of a year's intellectual activizy in
England, like that which I2 now ending, thor« (a
small reason for discouragement an the pars e
American authors. There have been many hun-

| dreds of new hooks, for English literature s

s plivin taflor from the |

now @ great trade; yet It has boen a barren year
without the inspiration of original geniug. Amers
fean competition, far from being imposstbie or
even arducus, is made ea-y by these low levels
of medioerity.

THE INDUSTRY OF ENGLISH WRITERS

Whatever muy be said of the average chars
acter of the literary priduct of the year, it 8
nevertheless true that the leading English woit-
ers of the d=y are mos=t laborious workers. An
American publisher sald to me not long aco

| »Our novelists at home complain lbwoause we

| processes,

i

L

_i

Bas put Hself right on |
a writer over |

still clings Woyally to “The Red Badge of Courage,” |

but 1t draws the Hne ot “Maggle” especially re-
senting the comparison of that book to M Hardy's
“Jude which hins been made by Mr, Howells
The “Saturday™ scarifies “"Maggie” in a ;mrnamm{
which concludes with the amlable observation that
“from the a1.lst's polnt of virw the book Ia as
badly done us one of Lanlscer's human dogs,"

The author of “The Henvenly Twins” has been
working steadily on her new novel and has mude
conslderable nrogress, but 1t 18 not expected to ap-
pear for another year.

Mr. Mackenzie Dell s pieparing & memolr of

Clirist Rosgotth nod 18 advertising for such
fragments of her correspondence as may be adriis
about the world His address (8 No. 3 Carlion

Roaq, Putney, 8, W., Londoi,

! short sentence.

| found his heart's
| tence

publish sa many English novels. We have no
prejudice against home talent. We do cvery-
thing In our power to develop it But it s &

matter of fact that our own novelists are o
tent to dash off stories Instead of wrlting, ro-
writing and constantly revising them, as tLe
best English fietion writers are doing” That
was an expert opinion from one wio had come
pared manuscripts and proof shects. Certaniy
it cannot be doubted that the Engilsh novels
ists who are doing the best work are most
laborious and painstaking 'n all their lterary
Mrs, Humphry Ward is among the
slowest of writers, and revises every page many
times. Mr. George Meredith's reflnement of
style (4 the result of continuous labor. 3.
Hall Calne carrles a plot for a story in his head
for two years before he writez a line, and then
he makes three distinct drafis of the buok, ens
larging each version until final revision hecomes
possible. Sarah Grand has already written hef
new story twlce, and she has taken It 1o Spain
for a third revision during the winter. The
English flction writers at least know how 19
work, even If they do not always sucoved i
surpassing their vwn best achlevements

A well-known man of letters from Ameriod,
who has been passing through Londoa on s hole
day journey, remarked to me a day oo 190
ago: I am eager to return to New-York, where
there are short sentences in the newspuperd
have been reading the London leaders for &
fortnight and win hungering and athirst for %
Sententlous writing scems 1o be
a lost art in England” If thls cager searcher
afier concizeness of style had attendsd Me
Zangwill's lecture on the driuna last night bes
fore the London Institution, he would have
doesire. Nearly every golis
was a short one. The address fairly
sparkled with eplgrams.

What was the precise aim of this address on
“The Drama s an Artistle Produet” 1 shall
not undertake to explain. It was the work of
a free lance, whose hand was ralsed (ndis-
crimicately against playwright, actor, eritic and
playgaoer. Everything was grist that came 10
his mill, and the grinding was excesding
small.  FHis own method was artistic, even (€ B9
criticiem were moreiless and his tone eyniosh
For an hour he entertained his audience wnl
short, sententious phrases and epigrams

MR, ZANGWILL'S APPRECIATIONS

Mr. Zangwlll's clogest approach to enthusiasm
was made when he referred 1o Shakespeare a8
“England’s gift to the world™ with genius toe
ereal to be nationalized; or when he credited
Itwen with ordering an advance in stage cob-
struction: of when he pralsed Mro Gilbert's
conife pperettas as the most artistle thing which
the modern drama had to show. Otherwise he
cmployed himself malnly in exposing the hypies
risy and cant of current dramatie eriticism, The
playvers,” he sald. “were dead and burled. Their
plays were dvad and printed You could buy
them at a shilllng 4 dozen, ke egos amd the¥
were mosatly bad, Greek dramatis:s” he cons
tinued, “trained thelr own actors. Haglish actors
trained thelr own dramatisia®™ A modern play
contained “an ounce of s, o pound of sorrew
and a pint of chesinuie”

The London fog seems (o permeate most of the
English which one reads and hears from day 10
day. The leaders In the newspaners are marvels
of clreumlocution. Politiea! oratory in and out
of Parllament lacks simplicity, directness
transparency of style. The short sontence seems
to have disappeared from current Iiterature witd
Matthew Arnold. This reminds me of the ex*
planation glven not long ago by an American
Journalist for his visiting London in the winter.
He mald that he nad boen overworking during
:h:- last political canvass and was suffering
n{i n;:d Infomnla. 'l now read every evening’' he
faded drowsily, “the editorial page of ‘The Lot
foy S g0 o T TN s

scribed to me as 8 y
tarium, LN.F.




